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amongst the rest. "Hit 'un with stones! Stones "nil mcke he aive
up thik dog! Did yer see the girt clip ! give "un?"
His advice was seconded by the grown man in the rear of the
boys; but having encouraged them to go on with the fray, this
individual now began to shog off. evidently feeling that Sam was
a ticklish customer and that there are moments in life when the
satisfaction of cruelty must yield to the dictates of prudence.
Sam looked about him, his mind moving sluggishly as he
hugged the black dog against his stomach. He was surrounded
now by a half-circle of stone-throwers,
"It's silly to stay here and make an Aunt Sally of myself,"
he thought. "The best thing I can do is to break through them
and clear off."
He had scarcely formulated this thought when a stone hit the
spaniel in his arms, causing it to utter a shrill yelp of pain.
This decided him and he made a fierce rush forward, heading
straight for young Chinnock. Although so energetic a collector
of sharp stones, the nephew of Mad Bet had not been endowed
by Providence with the gift ot fortitude. At the sight of Sam
clutching the growling dog against his ribs and running straight
towards him, he took ignominiously to his heels.
"You know where to find me,'5 shouted Sam after him.
The flight of Tom Chinnock quelled the belligerency of the
whole crowd and not a single stone was thrown after Sam and
his struggling captive.
Now Beckery Mill lies on the outskirts of a certain municipal
enclosure known as Wirral Park which borders on the lower
slope of Wirral Hill. Sam sank exhausted upon the first public
seat he came to in Wirral Park. Placing the black spaniel on
the ground but retaining his hold upon it, he began searching
his pockets for his handkerchief, till he remembered that he had
left it in Number One's bedroom- After a second's -hesitation he
then took off his necktie, and using this as an extemporary leash
he tied it to the dog's collar.
By some curious psychological process no sooner was the dog
secured by Sam's tie than it accepted Sam as the liege-lord of
its destiny; and in quite a symbolic manner, like a feudal servant
of some cruel baron transferring his allegiance to a cockle-shell